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Weary with serving where I naught could get,
I thought to cross great Neptune's greatest seas
To live in exile;  but my drift was let
By cruel Fortune, spiteful of such ease.
The ship I had to pass in, was my mind;
Greedy desire was topsail of the same ;
My tears were surges, sighs did serve for wind;
Of all my ship despair was chiefest frame*
Sorrow was master, care the cable rope;
Grief was the mainmast, Love the captain of it;
He that did rule the helm was foolish hope,
But beauty was the rock that my ship split,
Which since hath made such shipwreck of my joy,
That still I swim in th* ocean of annoy.
R. LINCHB
From Poems in divers Humours, 1598
In praise of Music and Poetry
If music and sweet poetry agree,
As they must needs, the sister and the brother;
Then must the love be great twixt thee and me,
Because thou lovs't the one, and I the other*
Dowland to thee is dear, whose heavenly touch
Upon the lute doth ravish human sense;
Spenser to me, whose deep conceit is such
As passing all conceit needs no defence,
Thou lov'st to hear the sweet melodious sound
That Phoebus' lute, the queen of music, makes;
And I in deep delight am chiefly drowned,
Whenas himself to singing he betakes.
One god is god of both as poets feign,
One knight loves both, and both in thee remain,
R. BARNFIELD
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